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MH --- BTnropsis.
H ETbert Carstatrs, ptxancel from hl wlfo and
H lonrloff for tho slffht of his danebtor, Mary, mpices
M Larry Varnoy and Peter Mnclnnls U take the Cor- -

M stairs yacht, tbo Cyprlanl, to
1 I thoro to kidnap Mary. On arrival in Hunnton, Vnr--

B ney and Mactnnts as n blind onllst with tho reform
I element tor throw out tho political gntten vrho are

B running tho town. By accldont, Varnoy learns that
M Mary Carstairs Is not a 12 yoar old Rlrl, bat a
H bountiful young Vnrnoy's clo rcsomblanc
B i to Ferris Stanhope, an nnthor or pink toa literature,

HI who has cot hJmsolf Into bad prace In Hunston
H through affairs with clrls, nmkos Vnrnoy'B presonco
H In tho totm hazardous. Tho political annjr, working

under tho direction of Boss Ilynn and throuuh Collcny
H Smith, odltor of tho Houston Oncetti). uso tho loTcr
H of Tamoy'a resemblance to Stnnhopo to balk Vnr--

H ncy's help In tho rofortn movement. A Bciirrllom
H article about Rtnnhope and a picture finish Vnrnay
H I la tho cyea of tho townspeople, and came Manr
H ' to break an engagement aho had to har tea with
H Varney on tho yacht. Hammorton, a local reporter
H who In eoneBiiondont for the New Tork Press, by a
H race loams that Yaraov's real mission to Hua'tton
H U to kidnap Mary. Uo tries to cscnpo with thn
H news from tho yacht to ndd to tho already too wldo
H publicity riven to Yarnoy'a presence In llunston,
H out Is kept prisoner on tho yacht. Maclnnls buys
H out tho OrvrottD and thus steals n march on Kynn,

who rotallatjs by rot tin jr Jim Hacklcy drunk In
H ' tzder to beat up Yarn or nnd MaglnnU.

H THIRTEENTH INSTALLMENT.
H I Escape and Capture.
H l iVT EIjI,?" he c1101 impatiently.I A HTou Irry? " asked a famll- -

H i I I lar volco.
H Tes. What's tho matter?"

"Matter enough," said Poter in a guarded
I

Undertone " Hamraorton'a looso."
, . "Wliatl "

H "Ifa a taat. God knows horw ho did It;

H but he's Just phoned In hero from a houso
M a long: way dovl tho road. "Wanted to lot

H ' tho cltj' editor know ho was flying: in with
M tho one best bet of the year. Luoklly ho
m gavo no details."

H , Varneys lips tightened; be spoko In a low
H voloo. " Ho mustn't arrive not till I've

H Been him first. Did you find out how he's
M coming river or road? "
My J Trust Uncle Dudley. He's borrowed a
M ,

' bicycle and Is burning up tho river road
H ' with It."

H ' Good. How soon will you bo through? "

M "About throo mlnutos."
H '

You've hired a motor, you said? Get
H It and run back hero as soon as you can,

HL will you? "

H ' Ho rapidly explained the situation, though
H making no mention of Higginson: how
M BomebCKly had plotted to get them together
M in the darkness of Main street, how Miss
H Carstairs and her friend had kindly stopped
H to warn thorn, and how he had humored her
M by promising to take all sorts of precau- -

B tlons.
H "Rlght-O.- " said Peter. "I'll be in tho

H alley at tho back In no time. Come quick
isH when I honk three times."

H Varney came back Into tho little office
H j where Mary Carstairs waited, fresh from
H ' more cheap plotting In which she was tho
H J innocent central figure, and faced her, un- -

H comfortable, ill at ooso, disquieted inwardly
a conBpIrator taken rodhanded.

!as w It was Maglnnls upstairs," he ox--

plained awkwardly.
" Ye3? " she said indifferently, and re-

sumed the buttoning of her glove. " AndI
j will you toll mo something now7 It has
j been on my mind since last night."

" Certainly."
H " Who was it that spoke of mo to you
H and made you think that I was a little
H girl?
H He was ontlrely taken aback by the ques- -

H tion; but ho could have parried it easily,
H and he knew It. However, ho was heartily
H sick of subterfuge for that night
H " It was your father," ho said bluntly.
H "My father!" Sho stood silent a mo- -

H ment, slim hands Interlocked before her,
H heavily fringed eyes lowered. " So you
M know them both my mother and my fa- -

H then Then the mistake about my ago,"
1 she added with something of an effort.

H " was natural enough. I have not seen my
Hl father for many years."
H "I see him," said he, "constantly. Your
H fatlier and I aro great chums." A sudden

m insane hope o'erwhelmed him, and he went
H on with a rush: "You know, or rather

M probably you don't know, that he and my
Hj mother were old friends; and I am proud to
H have fallen heir to the friendship. You1 say
Hl i that you have not seen him for some time?

H Ho is growing older very fast this last year
H or two; he Is much ohanged of late. And
fl then, Miss Carstairs, ho is desperatoly lono- -

Hl ty, all by himself in that 'great houso of

sH W3- -"
Hl I " Stop! " cried Mary Carstairs, with quick

H I passlonateness. " Stop! You arc trying to
H make me feel sorry for my father."
H I "Well," ho said, as stormy as sho, "you
H ought to. But your friends arc waiting. I
H must not detain you any longer."
H At the curtness of his speech a very
H faint wave of color ran up her check; and
H when ho saw this he was sorry and glad in

isllllBIH a Blngle breath. At least, she could not
H say afterward that he had over tried to
Bi mako himself falsely civil and lyingly, agree--
H able.
H "Yes, I have stayed very much too long
H already. You'vo promised that you will bo
H J careful, haven't you? I'm really too sorry,"
H sho said, from tho door, " that your visit
H to Hunston should have been mado disa- -

H grceable in all these ways."

H " In the name of heaven," ho sold, stung
H Into momentary recklessness, "you don't

suppose that I came here expecting any
H!
H "Why I had understood that it was
H, purely a pleasure trip that brought you

H; Ho mado no answer to this, but stepped
Hl' fcrward and swung open tho door for her.

H "Maglnnls," ho said, "Is to call for me
B immediately in a motor. Wo shall leave by,

unobtrusive back alley. Two mon, a
!tho and a dark rear exit. You will scarcely

that theie Is any danger now.

sfSH But may I thank you again for giving us
H warning when there was, perhaps, somo
H danger?
H "So you think there is a 'perhaps'? If
H you tako precautions, It Is only to humor

islHI
H " I withdraw ' "that pcrhapi,' ho broko
H out in a rush, ," I blot it out, annihilate it.

Who am I to catch at tatters of
Are you blind? Can't you boo that every
fiber of mo 13 tingling with tho knowledge
that there woo real danger, and that you
saved mo from it? "

The quick bitterness in his voico, which
there was no miBslng, was tho last straw,
breaking through her roservo, demolishing
her dainty aloofnoss. Sho shook tho swing-
ing gray veil back out of her oyes and
looked up at him, oponly and frankly

looking vory young and immeas-
urably alluring.

"Will you tell mo why you spoak in that
way? Will you tell mo why it Is tho worst
thing that has happened to you In Hunston
to havo beon helped a llttlo by mo? "

Thoy faced eaoh other at tho open door,
not an arm's length botwocn thorn, and tho
moment of his reokonlng for tho quarter
of an hour ho had spent with hor that nigh,
was suddenly upon him. Ho met hor eyes,
which woro darkly blue, stared down Into
them, and as ho did so tho spell of her
beauty treachorously closed around him,
piping away his l, deadening him
to tho Iron fact of who sho was and who
he was, shutting out all knowledge oxcopt
that of her fragrant nearness.

" It Is absurd," ho answored her suddenly,
"but to savo my llfo I can't decldo whether
you aro tall or short."

Tho front door came opon with a bang;
tho noiso brought him sharply to himsolf;
and the noxt moment a pleasant, impatlont
masculine volco called out:

"I say, Miss Carstairs! Er everything
all right?--

"OI yes, Mr. Richards! " she called peni-
tently. - I'm coming this mlnuto. No,
plcaso dont go out with me, Mr. Varney.
Don't let anybody set that you are horo."

" Certainly not," said ho, struggling for a
poise whloh he could not qulto recapture.
" Then will you be good enough to convoy,
my gratitude to Mr. Higginson and say that
I hope to havo the opportunity of thanking
him personally tomorrow?"

" Yes, of course. Good night onco more
and good luck!"

But ho dotainod her long enough to put
tho plain business question which had been
torturing his soul for tho last twonty-fo- ur

hours.
"Wo shall see you at luncheon tomor-

row? "

Ho strove to giro hlB remark the air of a
moro commonplace of farowoll; but at It,
ho saw hor look break away from his and
the warm color stream into hor face.

Why I 111 come with pleasure. Wo
don't get the chance to lunoh on yachts
every day In Hunston. O, but please," sho
exclaimed, her embarrassment suddenly
melting in a very natural and charming
smile " never let my mother dream that
we've not been Introduced! "

Ho bowed low so that sho might not see
tho burlesque of pollto pleasure on his face.

Tho back alloy exit proved all that tho
most timorous could have desired. Peter
approached It by an elusive detour; Varney
appeared promptly at the sound of his three
honks; and tho rendezvous was effected In a
black darkness which they seemed to havo
ontiroly to themselves. Not a hand was
raised to them, not a threatening figure
sprang up to dispute their going, not a fierce
curse cursed them. The would-b- o assassins,
If such thoro were, presumably still lurked
In some Main street cranny, patiently and
stupidly waiting, entirely unaware that they
had been neatly outwitted by tho clevor
strategics of Miss Mary Cairstalrs.

Tho car rolled noiselessly out of tho alley,
skimmed off through tho southern quarter
of the town and bowled into the rough and
rutty. River road toward tho yacht Once
there, slnco a sharp lookout for tho roporter
was necessary, they slowed down and down
until the smooth little car, with all lights
out, crawled along no faster than a vigorous
man will walk.

" What'ro you going to do when wo catch
him? " asked Peter. " Want to haul him on
back to the yacht? "

" No. I'm only going to talk to him a llt-

tlo. Go on with the story."
" Well," resumed Peter, taking one hand

from tho driving wheel to remove a genuine
Connecticut Havana, " the first thing was a
wire from the Dally firing Hammerton.
That assisted a llttlo, of courso. Then they
asked us to give them a now, good man at
onco, and meantime to push along all the
story wo hod. Wo answered with a wire
that was a beauty, If I do mention It myself,
telling thom exactly how they'd beon sold
a second hand gold brick by, a corrupt paper
which wai. trying to play politics. It simply
knocked tho pins from under thom. It took
'em quite a while to com back with inquiries
about tho name of the yacht, Varnoy's air
of mystery, and all that lino of slush. My,
response was vigorous, jet gentlemanly,
straining tho truth for all sho'd stand, and
even bu'stlng her open hero and there, I
gravely fear. Howovor, it was a clincher.
It crimped them right Not a peep havo we
hod from 'em since."

" I suppose they'll run four lines on tho
thirteenth pago tomorrow explaining it was
all a mistake."

" But that wasn't the serious part of tho
thing not by a mile walk," continued Peter,
the shine of victory in his honest oyes. Am
I still In tho road? Sing out if you see mo
taking to the woods, will you? The moro I
think of what you and I havo missed by a
shave, the more I'm likely to feel sIcTc in
the stomach. You know those rascals had
already begun asking fpr ordors all ovor
tho country they were so suro they'd havo
a hot story to send out Not only that, but
a lot of papers wired for It without being
asked. It looked as If every newspaper of-- ,

flco in America that had got a glimpse at
the Dally this morning Instantly got dead
stuck on that story. I stood at tho tele-
graph desk and-watch- thinga'

come In, llko this: ' 500 words Btory involv-

ing Stanhopo, Rochester Trlbuno.' ' No.
3. ' That was tho numbor of our story
on tho query list ' No. 3. Full details, Chi-

cago Dodger.' ' No. 3 1,000 words, Phila-
delphia Journal.' And so on and on. It
looked unoanny, I toll you all thoso far

j away pooplo calling for Information about
our affairs Just llko old frlend3 Will you
kindly let your mind play about that a min-
ute, Daurenco? Will you kindly think of a
situation like that with Ryan and Collgny
Smith handling It as their llttlo whlmsoys
dictated? "

" I'd rather not You wired thoso papora
that tho story was a canard and all that,
I supposo? "

"No! " roared Poter, "I did somothlng
a wholo lot bettor than that' I hoxl ono
of tho mon write a hot political story about
the Gazette and tho change of managoment
and tho sudden rise of reform. There's

':

The contest was bitter but brief.
nows In that, don't you seo? and it was tho

story, too tho real one.
When I left tho ofilco they wro selling it
like hot cakes all over tho country all ovor
tho world"

" Hold on! " said Varney, sharply. "Here's
Hammerton, I think bringing In a wholo
lot better story than yours! "

The road horo was straight as a string
strotched tight Far down it, thoy saw a
single small light, dancing toward them
a foot or two above the ground.

Poter throw off his clutoh, clapped on
his brakes and stopped short Varnoy slid
out of tho seat and stood waiting in the
black inklness besido tho unllghtod car.
In the suddon stillness thoy could hear
tho rattlo of the bicyclo chain and oven
the "crunch of tho hard blown tires, spin-

ning rapidly ovor tho road. Now tho
light was perhaps a hundred yards away.

" Blow! " whlspored Varney.
The horn's honk cut tho silont air

hoarsely. Instantly tho speed of tho on-

coming light was checked. It advanced
steadily, but much more slowly, as though
tho rider sensed that his road might bo
blocked, but could not yot dotormlne whoro
the hidden obstaclo might bo.

"Hello! " called a lusty young volco sud-

denly. " Who's there? "

There was no answer. Tho light camo
on moro slowly still. Now It was fifty
yards away, now twenty, now ton. Var-

ney stopped out of the blackness, directly
In front of it, and seized both handlo bars
In fingers thai: gripped llko a vise. Tho
shock of the, udden stopping all but cost
tho rider his seat

" May I detain you ono moment, plcaso,
Mr Hammerton?"

The llttlo light of tho bicyclo lamp was
all concentrated downward. Above that
round yellow ray faces were

In the pitchy blackness. Tho volco,
however, was unmistakable. Hammerton
was off tho back of his wheel in the wink
of an eye, on a sudden desperate bolt for
tho woods.

Poter, still on tho driver's seat, and
seeing neither his friend nor his enemy,

saw tho light with tho bicyclo behind It

go ovor with a crash. That was whon
Varney's hands lot go of tho handlo bars.
The next Instant they foil upon Hammer-ton'- s

withdrawing flguro and brought it
up with a sharp Jerk.

Peter heard tho ensuing struggle, but
saw nothing. Ho paid Varnoy tho tribute
of sitting still in his seat and saying not
a word. The contest was bitter, but briof.

Hammerton fought wildly, but Varney's
arms presently closed round him, squeez-

ing the llfo out of him. Ddcked fast in
each other's arms, they fell heavily, Ham-

merton undorneath. Varnoy freed his logs

with a swift wrench, swung, round, and
camo up riding upon tho other's chest

Charlie Hammerton was boaton and
knew It His body lay along tho rocky
road, lnort and unresisting. Ho breathed
In convulslvo gasps, but apart from that
now that he was down, ho nevor moved.
Ho was as tired as a man well could be.
Varney sitting closely upon him, holding
him fast felt that tho reporter's clothes
wore wringinff-w- ot However, be had him,

ana tht Cyprianrs groat secret was ono
moro In captivity.

Tho eyes of tho two mon, strained Into
tho dark whoro each other's faces must
bo, but thoy saw nothing,

" It's all up with you, Hammerton," said
Varnoy presently. "Tho Daily flrod you
an hour ago."

" Thanks to you," said Hammerton dog-
gedly. "But if you think that lets you
out'you'ro a blggor fool than I thought"

" That Id not all," said Varney slowly.
" Tho Gazette has flrod you, too."

Tho reporter sworo bitterly bonoath his
breath; curiously onough, ho did not seem
to quortlon tho statomont for a moment
"What of it?" ho cried. "You don't think
that'll stop my mouth, do you you devil I"

" Thoro Is still sometltlng more Ma-
glnnls has bought tho Gazette Ho and
I own tho news of Ibis town now. Collgny
Smith Is fired, too, ThovGozotto starts an

i" MMf "2w M

Stanhopc-Varno- y

unrecogniza-
ble

honest llfo tomorrow, and the old dirty
Is ovor forovor."

" DIar! " cried Hammerton, hoarsely.
"Liar!" but thoro was no conviction in
the mad resentment of his voice.

"No," said Varnoy, without anger. "I
am telling you tho truth and you know it"

"Well thoro aro other papors other
towns," cried Hammerton passionately.
"What I've got on you will soil any-
where. Why, damn you, damn you, damn
you don't you know you'll havo to kill mo
to hush this up?"

"No," said Varnoy, "I'm going to do
bettor than that I'm going to make a
friend of you. rm going to mako you
editor of tho Gazette in Smith's place with
double your present salary and an interest
in tho paper."

Thoro was black silonco, moro thrilling
than any, speech.

"Will you tako it?-- " asked Varnoy.
Then the boy's overstrained selfxxm-man- d

snapped llko a bow string and his
breast shook with suddon hysteria. "Will
I tako It?" ho cried with a gasping laugh
that was rather moro llko a sob. "Will
I tako tho court of St James? WH1 I
tako money from homo? O, my God, will
1 tako ltl "

"Horray! " rang Peter's great volco out
of tho gloom. "Hip, hip, hooray for Edi-
tor Hammerton! "

Peter's tribute, in reality, was not so
much for Hammorton's acceptance as for
tho astonishing neatnoss with which Var-
ney had disposed of tho odltorshlp of his
paper. But to Varnoy, rising limply from
Hammerton's chest at tho edgo of tho dark
road, that cheer meant only that he had
kicked the last obstaclo out of his path
and that ho and Mary wero going to New
York tomorrow......... i ,, ,

Tho expectation appeared thoroughly con-
servative; not a cloud so largo as a man's
hand any longer darkened tho horizon. At
2 o'clock next day Mr. Carstairs' Cyprlanl
rodo gayly at her old anchorage. At the
rail stood Varney and Maglnnls, hosts of
pleasant and guileless mlon, their eyo3 upon
tho trim gig which camo dancing over tho
water toward them. In the gig sat J. Pink-no-y

Hare and his slBter, Mrs. Marno, blitholy
coming to lunch aboard with thoir two now
friends.

Tho yacht's return to Hunston had boon
in all ways different from her going. Sho
had slipped away llko the hunted thing
sho was, running to cover with a hold full
of fears, shying at overy craft that passed,
and yelled after from tho shoro by a stout-is- h

young man with inimical opinions in
his eye. Sho had steamed back early this
morning not meroly without foar but
proudly, her whistle screaming for tho
limelight, her foretruck flying, ao to say,
the burgoo of vindication; and tho stoutish
and inimical young man had como aboard
for breakfast with his now employer at 9

o'clook. sharp. Such was the meaburo of
the whitewashing work accomplished by
three columns in Mr. Maglnnls' Gazette
that morning.

Of tho " nows value " of thoso astonish-
ing columns --the author's double--" (as-tir-

.- - g- ' ' jjfe Tji H j 'ii

Gazotto'o converted reporters felicitously
dubbed him) had had abundant evldonco In

tho many glances that followed him upon

tho streets of Hunston that morning. Var-

noy's orrand in town had had to do with
Tommy Orrlck. Somo search was needed to
find tho transient tenant of Kerrigan's loft
but when he was finally located tho matter
of homes In Now York was dlsoussod and
Bottled In tho most satisfactory way in tho
world. It was decided hat Tommy should
romovo his Penates to tho city that very
evening, whoro ho was to bo met at Forty-secon- d

street by a Mr. noraco O'Hara, an
interesting porsonago who had once beon a
burglar but wn3 now In tho fish and vogo-tabl- o

way at Fulton markot Togothor thoy
would mako their way to tho home. Future
plans hod to do with an educativo courso at
tho graded schools and other matters so
atrango and exalted that one could not hear
thom montlonod without experiencing tho
most benumbing abashment

Tho two good friends parted with a hand-
shake, enforced by tho young man a unlquo
coromonlol which filled tho small bieast of
Thomas with a conflict of strange emotions;
and Varnoy, having dispatohod a telegram
to Mr. O'Hara and another to Mr3. Mario
Duval, who had tho homo with no boyo in
It on Ono Hundred and Seventeenth street,
had at onco turned his faco back to tho
yacht Ho cboso tho woodland path for his
walk, which struck straight down from the
handsomo rosicrenco street and skirted tho
river at a point noar tho Cyprianrs anchor-
age, and horo an incident of Interest befoll
him. As ho sauntered down tho path, fl

of a suddon curious loss of spirits, his
attention was caught by the blurred sound
of voices from tho street, some fifty yards
behind him, and presently tho vague rumble
crystallized into something llko this

" , . . Infernal absence of livery. .
. Far . . . station master follow

say it was, Hcnry7 "

Tho voice was masculine, carefully modu-
lated, decidedly elegant A dhToront sort of
voice gavo answor:

"E said, sir . . . milo, but knowing
tho hodd way tboy count distances away
from the cities, sir, Pm 'ardly oplng to soo
it under two mile hlf that"

Varnoy, halting in the path, had little
doubt who tho tall man woo. It was Ferris
Stanhopo, returning to tho home of his
boyhood and sublimely unawaro of tho na-
ture of tho recoption whloh awaited him.

Now, as thoy stood calmly chatting at tho
rail under tho brilliant sky, he told Peter
of tho author's arrival and dutifully re-

minded him of that promise. Petor re-

newed It without enthusiasm. His eyes
rested on tho approaching gig with a kind
of fascination and Varnoy followed his
gaze.

"Isnt Hare dressy, though! Frock-co- at

and all that . . ."
"Yes , . . Hell add a needed touch

drama."
"By tho way," said Varney, presently,

" how did Hammerton get away last night?
I bcllovo Ferguson's been dodging mo all
day, but tho fact Is I've never given it a
thought"

Peter laughed.
"He's sharp as a tack, that boy is. He

played dead till old Ferguson got first in-

terested, then nervous, and lastly careless.
Day thoro two hours without moving,
breathed as llttlo as d do with, and at
long intervals fluttered ono eyelid and took
a peep how tho land lay. After a while
there came a timo whon tho door was left
wido open and only ono deckhand in sight.
Hammerton floored him with a chair from
behind and Jumped over tho rail. Sho hap-
pened to bo moving close Inshore at tho
time and he was ha tho woods before the
fatheads even got a boat down."

Varney echoed his laugh absently. AH
morning slnco his return from Hunston he
had felt himself enfolded by a mysterious
despondency whloh he had seemed unable
olther to account for or to shako off. But
now, as tho final oHmm of his business
drew near to summon him, he felt his spirits
inexplicably rising again. A certain excite-
ment possessed him; he was glad that at
last his hour had como.

Hardly listening to Poter, ho was running
over in tho most business llko way tho little
schomo, mapped out and rehearsed together
that morning, by which tho two superfluous
guests, tho mere " sleepors " in the orches- -

tra, were to be detached at tho proper mo-
ment Yes, certainly; it was sound and
would hold water. So would everything
else. Poter's things had gone ashoro two
hours before, for ho was to romaln In Hun-
ston. Everything had been provided for;
the last detail systematically arranged. A
surer schomo and a oloarer coast could not
possibly havo been contrived or desired.

"At breakfast," continued Peter, "Ham-
merton suddenly blurted out that, whilo he
wasnt crazed with conscientiousness as a
rule, one thing had kept him awake last
night Demanded whethor wo had the nerve
to think that wo had simply bought him off
witb a Job. 'Perish the thought, CharUo,'
said I, looking kind of hurt at tho bare sug-
gestion. 'Thank you, Maglnnls.' said ho,
dignified as the president 'It's an honest
fact that I gave up tho ohase because I felt
on along that you two fellows couldnt pos-
sibly be mixed up in anything underhand-
ed.' Aha! thinks mo to myself .
Eh, Daurcnco?"

"Just exactly."
"Well, cheer up. It's dono overy day by

our be3t familios. And speaking of doing
underhanded things," said Petor, " our
guests approach rapidly. Up, guards, and
at them! " t.

Ho took off his terrible Panama and
'waved'Ot-i- H - manner

H

"Howdodo, Mrs. Morning, can- - &
dldato! Wolcomo aboard."

Tho sister and brother came up tho stair ' &i

and woro cordially groetcd by tbelr hosts. &
"Ashore again!" ordered Varnoy, ovor i ,ti

tho 3ido. " Thero is anothor guest" j!

" So wo havo not kept you waiting at
all," orlod Mrs, Morne, flashing a trlum- -

' $
phant oo upon her brother. "Mary la not ;?
horo yot tho prlnkerl ", i)r

Slie was dark, vlvadous for a chaporon, tfi11

easily on tho oorrect nida of 30, and arrayod g?'

in very light mourning lndood. Soo had a il
will, for It was sho who had baited J. Pink- - 'M
ney Horo with sociology and politics to 9
abandon the law in New York, at whloh ho
was doing rather woll, and follow hor to . H
Hunston. This was when hor husband, a Hrf
membor of Hunaton's oldest family for lA

thoro was aristocracy in tho town had left ,'' n
hor widowed tho yoar of their marriage )

" Throo timo3," Hare elucidated to Var- - -

ney, " did she tell mo, ' I'll bo ready in a jjj
minute.' And a ton minute interval clapsod '

eaoh timo by my grandfather's trusted : iP
3fi

chronometer." c;t
jam

" Oh, well," said Varnoy, " who'd put any i ' &
trust in a woman who was ready when sho j ffp.

said sho'd bo? Let's get into tho shade." ' 7p
" Pinky," said Mrs. Marno, slstcr-wls-o, as i W.

w
she turned with Varney, " gets his Id2a3 u f?
about women from tho comic weeklies." ,:m

idThey sauntered aft, Poter and Haro In
the rear. I ft

Committee meeting at 5:30?" ' !J

" Precisely. And by tho bye," began I?'
Haro. ...

Tho candidato in bin tiny frock coat with
palo gray spata and ocarf to match looked ; ft?
overdressed in tho brilliant eunshine. Yet
probably Peter, whoso purple tlo blossomed Bf
too gorrjooualy abovo a bluo silk " fanoy i MP

vest " of a cut a good deal affocted in tho Mr- - '

early nineties, looked the moro striking of r--5

the two. w

" He's a fool," declared Peter presently. a-

" The chances are that Ryan has a barrel
of votes salted down where we'll havo tho (

dovll's own time tapping them. You can't fa
smoke out a skunk in a minute, I tell you." nr

Mrs. Marne, in a cushioned ohalr, was - s a
being markedly agreeable to her host J Ee

" It's my debut on a yacht," she was rat- - &&

tllng away. " Is thero any special etiquette? &
Coach me from timo to time when you seo
mo fumbling, won't you? And if there is a :iin
codo, there is one thing that I move shall ', '
go into it hero and now. Politics is or aro i&t

barred for tho day! Will you mako it a iif
rule that whoever mentions it or them 3 th

forfeits butter, Mr. Varney? " i c

Varney laughod. " A rank outsider my- -

self," said he, " I'm absolutely willing. But
I fear that in a division tho nays would 'tW

have it" ' tjtdr

" You and I," she said, " against Mr. Ma- - 5i b

ginnls and Pinky. A tie. Mary would have jTith

the deciding vote." lh p

"Then you'd loso out," said her brother Ctdsu
whoso social manner, it was developing, dlf-- Ws d

ierea 3omewnax rrom that or his oflJaial U al

moments. por

"I know women," said Mrs. Marne. ""I nble

could lobby Mary over in exactly two min-- tig
utes, Mr. Varnoy. Besides, sho is absent at
roll call, you know." '

ttr
" Tho point is well taken," said Varnoy, to '

a, ai

whom tho thought was anything but a nov-- I." x j

" There she fa now," said Peter over their . &
shoulders. : lMj

Varney turned and looked ashore at the 'jju
point where the gig was patiently waiting. i y j

Thoro was no sign of anybody there.
" Upstream," added Poter, and the sudden h9

honk of a motor horn punctuated the ob-- '

servation like a full stop. : r .

Two hundred yards abovo them,
drivoway circled down to the river to an

'

,
ancient boathouso, and hero the gaze of tho
L'Jo party turned. Where tho road curved ; sjht
at the wator3 edge, there stood a great white . ;:e
touring car, shining in the sun like a new 1,
pin. Upon the driver's seat sat a bare headed 5M'
young man with a brown faco and light sun- - w
burned hair, brushed back. On tho farther 1 Wy
side of him, gloved hand holding to tho seat itback, stood a young girl in a blue linen dress ' r

and a rather conspicuously largo hat, also of
bluo. Both of them wero looking off toward

tle c

the Cyprlanl. Now tho horn tooted again in J hat
salutation; and tho girl, catohmg their eyes "U h
waved her hand and smiled, making a little ! ..
gesture Indicative of hor lack of equipment !

"

to navigate tho intervening stretch of water. ',
Mrs. Marno answored tho salute in kind. "ai

Reassuring gesticulations wero duly wafted lijui
ashoro.

" Who's tho new swain. Pinky," demanded ,t .

Mrs. Marne, thoughtfully. : H

Pinky did not know. The sailing master, i a
at a word from Varnoy, hurled an order to hi
tho gig ashore. Then ho swept his mega- - 1 j: faphone upstream, pointing It straight at tho '!,v,
motor: .

Tho gig is on tho way to you now, Mies." "!
" That's an awfully sweot hat she's wear-- ij

lng," said Mrs. Marno. " I wondor whero she
" tu .

found that shape." ; .
Miss Carstairs nodded her thanks to tho K ,a

sailing master. Tho bare headed young man on,
sprang down, assisted her to descond, waited ; $H C(
with hor at the water's edgo. assisted her '.'snrtmost thoroughly into tho Cyprianl's gig. Ho '

Jwas a handsome boy. Ho stood on tho shore 'J .;ei
looking after the departing boat, laughing WT Vnand calling out something. J&,"We wanted to have luncheon on deck," Mflsaid Varney, abruptly, to Mrs. Morne, "as tUirthe day is so uncommonly flno. But about 1 !do't ,

noon thoro camo up a little cloud no larger J
than a man's hand It took a telescope to sea In,
it and the steward, a pronounced consorva- - f r yu
tlve. begged us not to trlflo with our luok. f & staIt seems too bad to go indoors on such a t iJenjv
glorious day." . ! S." But If we wero to stay outdoors." sho k1laughed, "would it havo beon such a glorious J J508
day? These aro the questions that moke l 'tl8tcynics of us all. I am unhappy, Mr. Varnoy. I ttsd nbecause I have to fly tho moment luncheon ft Abut- iis ovor. The Married Women's Culture olub i' ,

'

meote at 4 o'clock. f d.Only fancy! I am to
read a paper on Immanuel Kant." I H stu
tJLho llad own no women in his 1 ely

h" oppressed with the thought that I ft I
fofui l6r Personal responsibility I ?.Vt?,,&' istro"inff moodily about tho W

thtt3t doep ln Ws trousers t
riasltq trHu? huns nt ra' 13 neat ' i es.un&tream. ;; I

frv-i- ?? continued. i

I


